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prate - we mufl haueyour doublet and hofc pluckt euer 
your head, and fhc>v the world what- the bird hath done 
to herownc neaft. 

Kofi O coz,coz,coz: my pretty little coz, that thou 
didft know how many fathome deepe I am in loue ; but 
it cjnnot bee founded: my afFe&ion hath anvnknownc 
bottome.like the Bay of Portugal!. 

Cel. Or rather bottomldTe, that as faft as you pourc 
affection in,in runs out. 

Rof. No,that fame wicked BaftardofF«?w, that was 
begot of thought, concern'd of fpleene, andborncof 
madneffe, that blinderafcally boy , that abufes eucrv 
ones eyes,becaufehis ownearcout, let him bee judge, 
how deepe l am in loue: ile tell thee Aliena,\ cannot be 
out of the fight of Orlando : Ile goe finde a fhadow, and 
figh till he come. 

Cel. Andllefleepc. Exeunt. 


dAsyou lify fa 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Iaques and Lords y Forrefters. 

\ . * . \ .} I • • . * ■ . v . 

lay. Which is he that killed the Dearc ? 

Lord . Sir,it was I. 

Iaq. Let's prefent him to the Duke like aRomanc 
Conqi^erour r and it would doc well to fet the Deares 
horns vponhis head, for a branch of vi&ory; haueyou 
no fong Forreftcr for this purpofe? 

Lord . Yes Sir. 

Iaq. Sing it: > tis no matter how it bee in tunc, fo it 
make noyfe enough. 

Muficke, Song. 

W'h^t frail he haue that kild the Deare ? 

His Leather skin^and homes to weave : 

Then png. him home,the rep/ball beare this burthen ; 

Take thou no fcorne to weave the borne 3 

It was a ere ft ere thou waft borne 3 

Thy fathers father wore it y 

And thy father bore it* 

The borne y tbe borne y tbe lufty home , 

Is not a thing tolaugh to fcorne. Exeunt . 


Scma Tertia. 


Enter Rofalind and Celia. 

'Rof, How fay you now,is it not paft two a clock ? 
"And heere much Orlando. 

" Cel. I warrant you,with pure loue,& troubled brain 
Enter Silutus. 

f?e hath t’ane jiis bow and arrowes,and is gone forth 
To fteepe,: lookc who ponies heere. 

Sil. My errand is to you,fairc youth, 

Mv gentle Phebe.dld bid me giue you this: 

I know not the' contents, but as I gu'effe 
By the fterne brow,and wafpifh a&ion 
WUic'h fh’e did vfe,as' ffie was writing of it, 

Itbearcs an angry tenure; pardoipme, 

I am Wt as J a guiltlefTe rneflenger. 

Rof. Patience her fe-lfe would ftartle at this letter. 
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And play the fwaggerer, beare this,beare all * 

Shce faies I am not faire,that I lacke manners 
She calls me proud.and that flic could not loue m 
Were man as rare as Phcnix : 'od’s my will * 

Her loue is not the Hare that I doe hunt, * 

Why writes (he fo to me ? well Shepheard.well 
This is a Letter of your owne deuice. 

Sil. No, I proteftj know not the contents 
thebe did write it. 

Rof. Come,come,you are a foole. 

And turn’d into the extremity of loue. 

I faw her hand,(he has a leatherne hand, 

A freefione coloured hand: I verily did thinke 
That her old gloues were on,but twas her hands: 

She has a hufwiues hand, but that’s no matter : 

I fay (he neuer did inuent this letter. 

This is a mans inuention, and his hand. 

Sil. Sure it is hers. 

Rof, Why.tis a boy flerous anda crucll ftile 
A ftile for challengers: why.ftie defies me. 

Like Turketo Chriftian : womens gentle brainc 
Could not drop forth fuch giant rude inuention 
Such Eihiop words, blacker in their effeft 
Then in their countenance: will you hcare the letter 5 

Sil. So pleafe you, for I neuer heard it yet: 

Yet heard too much of Fhebes crueltie. 

Rof. She Phebes me: marke how the tyrant writes 

Read. Art thou god, to Shepherd turn'd ? 

That a maidens heart hath burn d. 

Can a woman raile thus ? 

Sil. Call you this railing? 

Rof. Read. U^hy, thy godhead laid a part, 

War fi thott mth a womans heart ? 

Did you cuer hearc fuch railing ? 

Whiles the eye of man did weoe me. 

That could do ne vengeance to me. 

Meaning me a beaft. 

If the fcorne of) our bright eine 
Haue power to raife fuch loue in mine, 

Alacke, in me, what flrange ejfetl 
ITould they worke in milde afpeft} 

Whiles you chid me, / did loue. 

How then might your praters moue ? 

He that brings this loue to thee, 

Little knowes this Loue in me: 

And by him feale vp thy minde , 

Whether that thy youth anilktnde 
IR'itl the fait hfull offer take 
Of me, and aflthat lean make, 

O r elfe by him my loue denie, 

And then He Hudie how to die. 

Sil. Call you this chiding ? 

(eh Alas poorc Shepheard. 

Rof. Doe youpitty him ? No,hedefeiuesnopitty: 
wilt thou loue fuch a woman ? what to make thee in in- 
ftrumem.and play falfc ftraincs vpon thee.' not to be en* 
dur’d. Wcll,goe your way to her; ( for I lee Loue hath 
made thee a tame fnake) and fay this to her; That iffhe 
loue me, I charge her to loue thee: if (he will not, I will 
neuer haue her,vnleffc thou intreat for her: ifyoubeea 
, true louer hence,and not a word ; fbr here comes more 
company. Exit,Sil 

Omi , . 

Enter Oliver. wewj 

OliM. Good morrow, faire ones: pray you, (ifyou 

Where in the Purlews of this Forreft, Bands 
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Asyoulifyit. 


the nc i ghborbo “ om 

le ! this howre.the houfc doth keepe it felfe, 

Sere’s none within. 

nn if t!m an e y c ™y profit by 3 ton ^ ue » 

-riw«n fhould I know you by defcription, 

Th l oarmencs,and tuch yeeres: the ooy is faire, 
nffemall faaour, and beftowes himfclfc 
t le a ripe fifter : thc woman lo w 
U a hrowner then her brother: are not you 
fiftwner of the houfe I did enquire tor ? 

Cel. R ‘ s no h° aft » bei "S aik ’ d > to % we arc<l 
Qli Orlando doth commend him to you both, 

, t ^ t hat youth hee calls his Rofahnd, 

He fends this bloudy napkin; ate you he/ 

n *nr I am: what niuii we vnderftand by this ? 

Oli Some of my fliaine.if you will know of me 
Whatman I am,and how,and why,and where 
This handkerchct was ftain’d. 

Cel. I pray you tell it. 

Q/i When laft thc y ong Orlando parted from you, 
He left s promife to returne againe 
Within an houte.and pacing through the Forreft , 
Chewing the food of tweet and bitterfancic, 

Loe what befell.: he threw his eycafide. 

And marke what obiecl did prefent it felfe 

Voder an old Oake, whofe bows were mofs’d with age 

And high top,bald with dric antiquitic: 

A wretched ragged man,ore-gro wnc with haire 
Layfleepingonhisback; about, his necke 
A greene and guilded fnake had wreath’d it felfe. 

Who with her head, nimble in threats approach’d 
The opening of his mouth : but lodainly 
Seeing Orlando, it vnlink’d it felfe, 

And with indented glides.did flip away 
Intoa bulb, vnder which bufhes fhade 
A Lyonnefle, with ydders all drawne drie. 

Lay cowching held on ground,with catlike watch 
When that the fleeping man fhould ftirre; for ’tis 
Theroyall difpofition of that beaft 
To prey on nothing, that doth leeme as dead: 

This feene, Orlando did approach the man. 

And found it was his brother,his elder brother. 

Cel. OI haue heard him fpeake of that fame brother, 
Ana he did render him thc moft vnnaturall 
That liu’d amongft men. 

Qli. And well he might fo doe, 

Forwell I know he was vnnaturall. 

Rtf, But to Orlando: did he leaue him there 
Food to the fuck’d a»d hungry Lyonneffe ? 

Oli. Twice did he turne his backc,and purpos’d fo: 
But kindneffe .nobler eucr then reuenge, 

And Nature ftronger then his iuft occafion , 

Made him giue batteil to thc Lyonneffe: 

Who quickly fell before him,in which hurtling 
From miferablc {lumber I awaked. 

Cel. Are you his brother ? 

Rof. Was’tyouherefcu’d? 

Cel. Was't you that did fo oft contriue to kill him ? 
Oli. Twas I: but 'tis not I: I doe not fhame 
To tell you what I was, fince my conuerfion 
So fweeetly taftes,being the thing I am. 

Rof. But for the bloody napkin? 

Oli. By and by: 


When from thc firft to laft betwixt vs two, 

Teares our recoupments had moti kintiely bath’d. 

As how I came into that Defert place. 

I briefe, he led me to the gentle Duke, 

Who gauemc frefli aray,and entertainment, 
Committing me vnto my brothers loue, 

Who led me infiantly vnto his Caue , 

There ftripthimfelfe, and heere vponhis arme 
The Lyonnefle had torne fome flefh away, 

Which all this while had bled; and now he fainted f 
And cride in fainting vpon Rofalmde. 

Briefe,I rccoucr’d him,bound vp his wound. 

And after fome fmall fpace,being ftrong at heart. 

Hefent me hither, ftrangcr as I am 
To tell this ftory.that you might excufe 
His broken promife,and to giue this napkin 
Died in this bloud, vnto the Shepheard youth, 

That he in fport doth call his R.fa/md. 

Cel. Why how now Gammed ,fvvect Cammed. 

Oli. Many will fwoon when they do look on bloud. 

Cel. There is more in it; Cofen Gammed. 

Oli. Looke,he recouers. 

Rof. I would I were at home. 

Cel. Wee’ll lead you thither: 

I pray you will you take him by the arme. 

Oli. Be of good cheere youth: you a man? 

You lacke a mans heart. 

Rof. I doefo, I confeflcit; 

Ah.firra, a body would thinke this vdas well counrerfei • 
ted, I pray you tell your brother how well I counterfei¬ 
ted : heigh-ho- 

Oli. This was not counterfeit, there is too great re- 
ftimony in your complexion,that it was a paffion of ear¬ 
ned. 

Rof. Counterfeit, I aflure you. 

Oh. Well then,takc a good heart, and counterfeit to 
be a man. 

Rof. Sol doe: but y faith, I fhould haue beene a wo¬ 
man by right. 

Cel. Comc,you looke paler and^alenpravyou draw 
homewards: good fir, goe with vs. 

Oli. That will I :for I moft beare anfwere backc 
How you cxcufe my brother, Rofahnd. 

Rof. Ifi")all deuile fomething: but I pray you com¬ 
mend my counterfeiting to him ; will you goe? 

Exeunt. 


Bus Quintus. ScenaEiima . 


Enter Qownc and Awdrie . 

Clow . Wc (hall finde a time Awdrie. patience gen¬ 
tle Awdrie . 

Awd. Faith the Pricft was good enough, for all the 
olde gentlemans faying. 

Clow. A moft wicked Sir Oliuer y Awdrie y a moft vile 
C Mat text . But Awdrie , there is a youth heere in thc 
Forreft layes claimc to you. 

Awd. I, I know who ’tis: he hath no intereft in mce 
in the world: here comes thc man you meanc. ' 

Enter WitUam* 

flo* It is meat and drinke to me to fee a Clowne, by 

my 






l I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I | fjT| I | I | I I I I I 

LV 9fr 9* W 0fr 2fr IV Ofr 60 80 Z0 90 90 VZ 00 20 IZ 00 62 82 LZ 92 92 VZ 02 22 IZ 02 61 81 LI 9L 91 H El ZL U 01 6 8 1 9 S fr 


0 

















































































